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THE ROCK AND THE SEA, 



THE ROCK. 

I am tlie Hock, presumptuouR Sea ! 
I am set to eneouuter thee. 
An^^ry and lend, or gentle and still, 
I am set here to limit thy power and I will — 
I am the Rock ! 

I am the Rock. From age to age 
I scorn thy ^ury and dare thy rage! 
Scarred by frost and worn by time, 
Brown with weed and green with slime, [face, 
Thou mayst drench and defile me and spit in my 
But while I am here thou keep'st thy place ! 

I am the Rock ! 

I am the Rock, beguiling Sea ! 
I know thou art fair as fair can be. 
With golden glitter and silver sheen. 
And bosom of blue and garments of green. 
Thou mayst pat my cheek with baby hands 
And lap my feet in diamond sands. 
And play before me as children play. 
But plead as thou wilt, I bar the way] 
I am the Rock! 
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I am the Bock! Black midnight falls; 
The terrible breakers rise like walls; 
With curling lips and gleaming teeth 
They plunge and tear at my bones beneath. 
Year upon year they grind and beat 
In storms of thunder and storms of sleet — 
Grind and beat and wrestle and tear, 
But the rock they beat on is always there! 
I am the Bock ! 

THE SEA. 

I am the Sea. I hold the land 
As one holds an apple in his hand — 
Holds it fast with sleepless eyes, 
Watching the continents sink and rise. 
Out of my bosom the mountains grow, 
Back to its depths they crumble slow. 
The earth is a helpless child to me — 
I am the Sea! 

I am the Sea. When I draw back 
Blossom a,nd verdure follow my track. 
And the land I leave grows proud and fair, 
For the wonderful race of man is there. 
And the winds of heaven wail and cry 
While the nations rise and reign and die — 
Living and dying in folly and pain 
While the laws of the universe thunder in vain ! 
T tkm the Sea ! 
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I am the Sea. The earth I sway; 
Granite to me is potter'8 clay ! 
Under the touch of my careless waves 
It rises in turrets and sinks in caves. - 
The iron cliffs that edge the land 
I grind to pebbles and sift to sand; 
And beach grass bloweth and children play 
In what were the rocks of yesterday. 
It is hut a moment of sport to me — 
I am the Sea! 

I am the Sea. In my bosom deep 
Wealth and Wonder and Beauty sleep; 
Wealth and AVonder and Beauty rise 
In changing splendor of sunset skies; 
And comfort the earth with rains and snows 
Till waves the harvest and laughs the rose. 
Flower and forest and child of breath 
With me have life — without me, death ! 
What if the ships go down in me? — 
I am the Sea! 



A MOON RISE. 

The heavy mountains, lying huge and dim, 
With uncouth outline breaking heaven's brim— 
And while I watched and waited, o*er them soon, 
Cloudv, enormous, spectral, rose the moon. 



N 
'I* 
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A a>MMON INFERENCE. 

A flight; inyNturiouH, tender, quiet, deep; 
ll<tlivy with flowerH; full of life asleep; 
riirillin^ with itiHect voiceH; thick with stars; 
No (elouH \niiwiUiU the dewdrops and red Mars; 
rho Niimll oarth whirling Hoftly on her way; 
rim uuu)u\uuiUiH and the waterfalls at play; 
A million million worlds that move in peace; 
A millitm miKliiy Ihwh that never cea^e; — 
And ono Ninall ant ii(wip, hidden by small weeds, 
liioh with <*KK^i HlavoH and store of millet seeds. 
Tlrny h\vo]) bcuieath the sod 
And trust in Ood. 

A duy; nil jilorious, royah blazing, brig:ht; 
lUdiant with Howors* full of life and lij^ht: 
(Jrt^Ht lltddnof corn and sunshine; courteous trees, 
Suow-muntod niountuins; earth-embracing seas; 
\Vidt»» ffoldon dt^sorts; slender silver streams; 
i^lt»«^r r^^iubovvs whort^ the tossing fountain gleams; 
Ami t»vtu\v\vht*iv in happiness and peace, 
A milUou fonus of life that never cease: — 
Alul \m^ HmaU nut he^p. crushed by passing tread, 
lUlh »\^^^l\Hk ^wou^iih Alive to mourn the dead! 
TW\ shriek beueath the sovl, 
^^Th^r^ is tto IKhI !*^ 



THE WORLD. 

80NG8. 
I. 

O world of green, all shining, shifting ! 
O world of blue, all living, lifting! 
O world where glassy waters smoothly roll! 
Fair earth, and heaven free, 
Yo are but part of me. 
Ye are mv soul. 

O woman nature, shining, shifting ! 
O woman creature, living, lifting! 
Come soft and still to one who waits thee here! 
Fair soul, both mine and free, 
Ye who are part of me, 
Appear ! Appear ! 

n. 

How could I choose but weep? 
The poor bird lay asleej); 
For lack of food, for lack of breath, 
For lack of life he came to death — 
How could I choose but weep? 

How could I choose but smile? 
There was no lack the while ! 
In bliss hfc did undo himself, — 
Where life was full he slew himself — 
How could I choose but smile ? 
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Would ye but uuderstand ! 

Joy is on every hand 1 

Ye shut your eyes and call it night. 

Ye grope and fall in seas of light — 

Would ye but understand I 



THE CUP. 

And yet, saith he, ye need but sip! 
And who would die without a taste? 
Just touch the goblet to the lip — 
Then let the bright draught run to waste! 

She set her lip to the beaker's brim — 
'Twas passing sweet! Twas passiug mild! 
She let her large eyes dwell on him 
And sipped again, and smiled. 

So sweet ! So mild ! She scarce can tell 
If she doth really drink or no; 
'Till the light doth fade and the shadows swell 
And the goblet lieth low. 

O cup of dreams ! O cup of doubt ? 

O cup of blinding joy and pain ! 

The taste that none would die without! 

The draught that all the world must drain. 
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ON THE PAWTUXET, 

Broad and blue is the river, all bright in the sun, 
The little watres sparkle, the little waves run; 
The birds carol high and the winds whisper low. 
The boats beckon temptingly, row upon row; 
Her hand is in mine as I help her step in. 
Please Heaven this day I shall lose or shall win ! 

Broad and blue is the river. 

Gool and gray is the river. The sun sinks apace, 

And the rose-colored twilight glows soft in her 
face. 

In the midst of the rose-color Venus doth shine, 

And the blosoraing wild grapes are sweeter than 
wine. 

Tall trees rise above us, four bridges are past, 

And my stroke's running slow as the current runs 
fast ! 

Cool and grey is the river. 

Smooth and black is the river. No sound as we 
float 

Save the soft lapping water in under the boat. 

The white mists are rising, the moon's rising too 

And Venus, triumphant, rides high in the blue. 

I hold the shawl round her, her hand is in mine, 

And we drift under grape blossoms sweeter than 
wine. 

Smooth and black is the river. 
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THE SHIP. 

The suulight is mine! And the sea! 
And the four wild winds that blow! 
The winds of heaven that whistle free, 
They are but slaves to carry me 
Wherever I choose to go ! 

Fire for a power inside ! 
Air for a pathway free ! 
I traverse the earth in conquest wide, 
The sea is my servant; the sea is my bride, 
And the elements wait on me ! 



In dull, green light, down-filtcjred sick and slow 
Through miles of heavy water overhead, 
With miles of heavy water yet below, 

A ship lies, dead. 
Shapeless and broken, swayed from side to side. 
The helpless driftwood of an unknown tide. 



A PRAYER. 

O God ! I cannot ask Thee to forgive — 

I have done wrong ! 
Thy law is just — Thy law must live — 
Whoso doth wrong must suffer pain ! 
But help me to do right again— 

Again be strong ! 
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CHRISTMAS CAROL. 

FOR LOS ANGELES. 

On the beautiful birthday of Jesus, 
While the nations praising stand, 
He goeth from city to city, 
He walketh from land to land. 

And the snow lies white and heavy, 
And the ice lies wide and wan, 
But the love of the blessed Christmas 
Melts even the heart of man. 

With love from the heart of Heaven, 
In the power of His Holy Name, 
To the City of the Queen of the Angels 
The tender Christ-child came. 

The land blushed red with roses. 
The land laughed glad with grain. 
And the little hills smiled softly 
In the freshness after rain. 

Land of the fig and olive ! 
Land of the fruitful vine ! 
His heart grew soft within him 
As he thought of Palestine ! 

Of the brooks with the banks of lilies, 
Of the little doves of clay, 
And of how be sat with his mother 
At the end of a summer's day. 
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His bead on his mother's bosoin, 
His hand iu his mother's hand, 
Watching the golden sun go down 
Across the shadowy land. 

A moment's life with human kind, 
A moment — nothing more; 
Eternity lies broad behind — 
Eternity before. 

High on the Hills of Heaven, 
Majestic, undefiled, 
Forever and ever he lives, a God, 
But once he lived, a child ! 

And the child-heart leaps within him, 
And the child-eyes softer grow. 
When the land lies bright and sunny 
Like the land of long ago. 

And the Love of God is mingled 
With the love of dear days gone 
When he comes to the city of his mother, 
On the day her child was born! 

THE PROPHETS. 

Time was we stoned the Prophets. Age on age 
When men were strong to serve, the world hath 

slain them. 
People are wiser now; they waste no rage — 

The prophets entertain them ! 
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HEAVEN. 

Thou bright mirage ! That o'er mau's arduous way 

Hast hung in the hot sky with fountains streaming, 

Cool marble domes, and palm fronds waving, 
gleaming. 

Vision of rest and peace to end the day ! 

Now he in weariest, alone, astray, 

Spent with long labor led by thj' sweet seeming, 

Faint as the breath of nature's lightest dreaming 

Thou waverest and vanishest away ! 

Can Nature dream? Is God's great sky deceiving? 
Where joy like that the clouds above us show 
Be sure the counterpart must lie below. 
Sweeter than hope — more blessed than believing I 
We lose the fair reflection of our home 
Because so near its gates our feet have coiue! 



PIONEERS. 



Long have we sung our noble pioneerH, 

Vanguard of progress! HeraIdH of the tini*?! 
Guardians of industry and art Hublime ! 

Leaders of man down all the brigbieuing vearH 

To them the danger — to their wiven the UturH-^ 
While we sit safely in the city'b grime 
In old-world trammels of diKtrenH and triuiH 

Playing jjthjords and thought., with doobte 
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Children of axe and gun ! Ye take to-day 
The baby steps of man's first feeblest age ! 
AVhile we, thought-seekers of the printed pa; 

We lead the world down its untrodden way! 

Ours the drear wastes and leagues of empty wa\ 

The lonely deaths, the undiscovered graves. 



WHERE MEMORY SLEEPS. 

RONDEAU. 

W^here memory sleeps the soul doth rise 
Free of that j^ast where sorrow lies. 
And storeth a<?ainst future ills 
The courage of the constant hills, 
The comfort of the quiet skies. 

Fair is this land to tired eyes 
Where summer sunlight never dies, 

And summer's peace the spirit tills, 
Where memory sleeps. 

Safe from the season's changing cries 

And chill of yearly sacrifice, 

Great roses crowding window sills, 
Calm roses that no winter kills; 

The peaceful heart all pain denies, 
Where memory sleeps. 
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THE CHANGELESS YEAR. 

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA. 

Doth autumn remind thee of Badness, 
And winter of wasting and pain; 
Midsummer of joy that was madness; 
Spring, of hope that was vain? 

Do the seasons fly fast at thy laughter, 
Do the seasons lag slow if thou weep, 
'Till thou longs't for the land that lies after 
Tlie River of Sleep ? 

Come here, where the West lieth golden 
In the light of an infinite sun; 
Where Summer doth Winter embolden 
'Till they reign here as one. 

Here the Seasons tread soft and steal slowlv; 
A moment of question and doubt — 
Is it winter? Come faster! — come wholly! — 
And Spj'ing rushetb out! 

We forget there are tempests and changes, 
We forget there are days that are drear; 
In a dream of delight the soul ranges 
Through the measureless year. 

Still the land is with blossoms enf olden, 
Still the sky burnetii blue in its deeps; 
Time noddeth 'mid poppies all golden. 
And memory sleeps. 
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NATURE'S ANSWER. 

I. 

A man would build n house, and found a place 

As fair as any on the earth's fair face; 

[erreen. 
Soft hills, dark woods, smooth meadows richly 

And cool tree-shaded lakes the hills between. 

He built his house withia tins pleasant land, 

A stately white-porched house, long years to stand ; 

But, rising from his paradise so fair, 

Came fever in the night and killed him there. 

"O lovely land!" he cried; How could I know 
That death was lurking under this fair sliow?" 

And answered Nature, merciful and stern, 
•*I teach by killing. Let the others learn." 

II. 

A man would do great work, good work and true; 
He gave all things he had, all things he knew; 

He worked for all the world; his one desire 
To make the people happier, better, higher. 
Used his best wisdom, used his utmost strength, 
And, dying in the struggle, found at length. 

The giant evils he had fought, the same; [name. 
And that the world he loved scarce knew his 
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"Has all my work been wrong? I meant so well! 
I loved so much !" he cried ; "How could I tell ?" 

And answered Nature, merciful and stern, 
"I teach by killing. Let the others learn." 

in. 

A maid was asked in marriage. Wise as fair, 
She gave her answer with deep thought and 
prayer; 

Expecting in the holy name of wife, 

Great work, great pain, and greater joy, in life. 

She found such work as brainless slaves might 
do; 

By day and night. Long labor never through. 

Such pain — no language can her pain reveal. 
It had no limit but her power to feel 

Such joy? Life left in her sad soul's employ 
Neither the hope nor memory of joy. 

Helpless she died, with one despairing cry — 
"I thought it good ! ;How could I tell the lie ?" 

And answered Nature, merciful and stern, 
"I teach by killing. Let the others learn." 
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THANKSGIVING HYMN. 

FOR CALIFORNIA. 

Our forefathers gave thanks to God 

In the land bv the stormy sea 
For bread hard wrunor from the iron sod 

In cold and misery. 
Thoiio;h every day meant toil and strife, 

In the land by the stormy sea; 
They thanked their God for the gift of life — 

How much the more should we I 

Stern frost had they, full many a day, 
Strong ice on the stormy sea; 

Long months of snow, grey clouds hung low, 
And a cold wind endlessly; 

Winter, and war with an alien race. 
But they were alive and free! 

And they thanked their God for His good grace- 
How much the more should we! 

For we have a land all sunny with gold, 

A land by a summer sea; 
Gold in the earth for our bands to hold, 

Gold in blossom and tree; 
Comfort and plenty and beauty and peace 

From the mountains down to the sea! 
They thanked their God for a year's increase — 

How much the more should we I 
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AMONG THE GODS. 

How close the air of yalleys ! And how cloee 

The teeming little life that harbors there ! 

For me, I will climb mountains; up and up, 

Higher and higher, till I pant for breath 

In that thin clearness. Still? There is no soand, 

Or memory of soand, upon these heights. 

Ah! the great sanlight! the caressing sky! 

The beauty and the stillness and the peace ! 

I see my pathway clear for miles below; 

See where I fell, and set a friendly sign 

To warn some other of the danger there. 

The green, small world in wide below me spread* 

The great small world ! Some things look large 

and fair 
Which in their midst I could not eTen see; 
And some look small that used to terrify, 
^lessed theme heights of freedom, wisdom, rest! — 
t will go higl^er yet. 

A f»e* of cloud 
Bolls soondlcfls wares between me aad the world. 
This 18 Uie tome of eTerlsAting mow?: 
And the sweet silence of the bille belov 
Is soog and laa^bt^^ to tL« Mle&ee hert^. 
Great fields, huge pefck^ >>t 2^ ^-rixil ftlopes ^A *Tko». 
Alone, trioi&p£.%i.t. ilh. nr^^r*: tL* -myrli. 
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There at my feet 
Sink the aasoundeiJ, cloud-eoc umbered gulfs; 
And sliiftiug mists now veil and now reveal 
The unknown fftstaeaseB above me yet. 
I am alone — above all life— sole king 
Of these white wastes. How pitiful and small 
Becomes the outgrown world! I reign supremeiB 
And in this utter stillnesa and wide pence 
Look calmly down upon the u 

Surely that crest has changed I That pile of cloa^ 
That covers half the sky waves like a robe. 

That large and gentle windl 

Is like the passing of a presence here. 

See how yon massive mtst-enshrouded peak 

Is like the shape of an unmeasured foot — 

The figure with the stars I 

Ahl whatisthisi It moves, lifts, bends, is gone*' Ij 

With what a shocking sense of littleness, - 

A reeling universe that changes place 

And fall to new relation over me, — 

I feel the unseen presence of the godst 
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WHAT THEN? 

Suppose you write your heart out till the world 

Sobs with one Toice — what then? 
Small agonies that round your heartstrings curled 

Strung out for choice, that men 
May pick a phrase, each for his own pet pain, 

And thank the voice so come, 

They being dumb, — what then? 

You have no sympathy! O endless claim! 

No one that^aresl What then? [name 

Suppose you had — the whole world knew your 

And your affairs, and men [ful dreams 

Ached with your headache, dreamed your dread- 

And, with your heart-break due. 

Their he<irts broke too — what then? 

You think that people do not understand? 

You suffer? Die? — what then? 
Unhappy child, l(»ok here, on either hand! — 

Look low or high — all men 
Suffer and die and keep it to themselves! 

They diel they suffer sore! — 

Yon suffer more? — What then? 
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A NEVADA DESERT. 

An aching, blinding, barren, endless plain; 

Corpse-colored with white mould of alkali; 
Hairy with sage-brush, slimy after rain. 
Burnt with the sky's hot scorn, and still again 

Sullenly burning back against the sky. 

Dull green, dull brown, dull purple, and dull grey; 

The hard earth white with ages of despair; 
Slow-crawling, turbid streams where dead reedf^ 

sway; 
Low wall of sombre mountains far away, 

And sickly steam of geyseifi on the air. 



THE HEART OF THE WATER. 

O the ache in the heart of the water that lies 
Underground in the desert unopened, unknown; 
While the seeds lie unbroken, the blossoms un- 
blown 
And the traveller wanders — the traveller dies I 

O the joy in the heart of the water that flows 
From the well in the desert — a desert no more — 
Bird-music and blossoms and harvest in store. 
And the white shrine that showeth the traveller 
knows I 
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THE LION PATH, 

I dare not! 

Look — the road in very dark — 
The trees etir soft and the bushes shake — 
The long grass rustles, and the darkness moves 

Here — there — beyond ! 

There's something crept across the road just now I 
And you would have me go? 
Go there — through that live darkness hideous 
With stir of crouching forms that wait to kill? 
Ah look ! See there — and there — and there again — 
Great yellow glassy eyes, close to the ground J 
Look ! Now the clouds are lighter I can see 
The long slow lashing of the sinewy tails 
And the set quiver of strong jaws that wait — ! 
Go there? Not IJ Who dares to go who sees 
So perfectly the lions in the path ? 

Comes one who dares. 

Afraid at first, yet bound 
On such high errand as no fear could stay. 
Forth goes he, with the lions in his path. 

And then? 

He dared a death of agony — 
Outnumbered battle with the king of beasts — 
Long struggle in the horror of the night — 
Dared, and went forth to meet — O ye who fear! 
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Finding an empty road, and nothing there. 
A wide bare common road, with homelv fields 
And fences, and the dusty roadside trees. 
Some spitting kittens, maybe, in the grass. 



TOO MUCH. 

There are who die without love, never seeing 
The clear eyes shining, the bright wings fleeing; 
Lonely they die and ahungered, in bitterness 

knowing 
They have not had their share of the good there 

was going. 

There are who have and lose love, these ^inoet 

blessed. 
In joy unstained which they have once possessed. 
Lost while still dear, still sweet, still met by glad 

affection — 
An endless happiness in recollection. 

And some have Love's full cup as he doth give it — 
Have it, and drink of it, and ah! — outlive it I 
Full fed by Love's delights, overwearied, sated, — 
They die not hungry — only suffocated. 
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BABY LOVK 

Baby love came prancing by. 
Cap on head and sword on thigh, — 
Horse to ride and drum to beat — 
All the world beneath his feet — 

Mother Life was sitting there 
Hard at work and full of care, — 
Set of mouth and sad of eye — 
Baby Love came prancing by I — 

Baby Love was very proud, 
Very lively, very loud; — 
Mother Life arose in wrath — 
Set an arm across his path. — 

Baby Love wept loud and long, 
But his mother's arm was strong. — 
Mother had to work, she said — 
Baby Love was put to bed ! — 
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DESIRE. 
Lo I desire ! Sum of the ages growth — 
Fruit of evolving eras — ^king of life — 
I — holding in myself the outgrown past 
In all its ever-rising forms — desire ! 
With the first grassblade I desire the sun. 
With every bird that breathes I love the air 
With fishes, joy in water, with my horse 
Exult in motion, with all living flesh 
Long for sweet food and warmth and mate and 

young.— 
With the whole rising tide of that which is 
Thirst for advancement — crave and yearn for it ! 
Yea, I desire. Then the compelling will 
Urges to action to attain desire. 
What action? Which desire? Am I a plant, 
Kooted and helpless, following the light 
Without volition? Or am I a beast 
Led by desire into the hunter's snare ? 
Am I a savage, swayed by every wish — 
Brutal and feeble — a ferocious child? 
Stand back Desire, and put your plea in words. 
No wordless wailing for the summer moon — 
No Gilpin race on some strong appetite — 
Stand here before the King and make your plea. 
If Reason sees it just, you have your wish; 
If not, your wish is vain. Plead as you will — 
The court is open, beggar. I am King. 
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IN DUTY BOUND I 

In duty, bound. A weary life hemmed in 
Whichever way t)ie spirit turns to look 
No chance of breaking out except by sin. 

Not even room to shirk — 

Simply to live and work. 

An obligation pre-imposed, unsought, 
Yet binding with the force of natural law; 
The pressure of antagonistic thought. 

Aching within each hour, 

A sense of wasting power. 

A narrow house with roof so darkly low 
The heavy rafters shut the sunlight out; 
One cannot stand erect without a blow; 
Until the soul inside 
Shrieks for a grave — more wide. 

A consciousness that if this thing endure 
The common joys of life will dull the pain ; 
The high ideals of the grand and pure 

Die, as of course they must. 

Of long disuse and rust. 

That is the worst. It takes supernal strength 
To hold the attitude that brings the pain; 
And they are few indeed but stoop at length 

To something less than best. 

To find, in stooping, riBst. 
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THE MODERN SKELETON. 

As kings of old in riotous royal feasts, 
Among the piled up roses and the wine, 
Beside the costly viands bought with blood. 
Amidst the music and the dancing girls. 
The pearls and gold and barbarous luxury, 
Used to show also a white skeleton; — 
To make life meeker in the sight of death — 
To make joy sweeter by the thought thereof- 

80 our new kings in their high banqueting. 
With the electric lustre unforeseen. 
And unimagined costliness of flowers; 
Eich wines of price and food as rare as gems 
And all the wondrous waste of artifice; 
Midst highbred elegance and jeweled ease 
And beauty of rich raiment, they should set 
High before all a sickly pauper child. 
To keep the rich in mind of poverty — 
The sure concomitant of their estate. 
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REINFORCEMENTS. 

Yea we despair! Because the night is long 

And all arms weary with the endless fight 

Witli blind black forces of insulted law, 

Which we continually disobey 

And know not how to honor if we would. 

How can we fight when every effort fails, 

And the vast hydra looms before us still 

Headed as thickly as at dawn of day. 

Fierce as when evening fell on us at war. 

We are aweary and no help appears; 

No light, no knowledge, no sure way to kill 

Our ancient enemy. Let us give o'er — 

We do but fight with fate ! Lay down your arms I 

Retreat! Surrender! Better live as slaves 

Than fight forever on a losing field ! 

Hold, ye fainthearted ! Ye are not alone ! 

Into your wornout ranks of weary men 

Come mighty reinforcements — even now ! 

Look where the dawn is kindling in the east, — 

Lit with the glory of a better day, — 

A countless host — an endless host — all fresh 

With unstained banners^and unsullied shields. 

With shining swords that point to victory. 

And great young hearts that know not how to f ear- 

The Children come to save the weary world I 
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THE LESSON OP DEATH. 

TO 8. T. D. 

In memory of one whose breath 
Blessed all with words wise, loving, brave; 
Whose life was service, and whose death 
Unites our hearts around her grave. 



Another blow has fallen, Lord — 

Was it from theef 
Is it indeed thy fiery sword 
That cuts our hearts? We know thy word 
We know by heart wherein it saith 
**Whom the Lord loves he chasteneth" — 
But also, in another breath, 
This — **The wages of sin is death." 

How may we tell what pain is good. 

In mercy sent, 
And what is evil through and through. 
Sure consequence of what we do. 
Sure product of thy broken laws, 
(Vrtaiu effect of given cause. 

Just punishment! 

Not sin of those who suffer. Lord — 

To them no shame. 
For father's sins our children die 
With Justice sitting calmly by; 
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The guilty thrive nor yet repent 
While sorrow strikes the innocent — 

Whom shall we blame ? 

'Tis not that one alone is dead 

And these bereft — 

For her, for them, we grieve indeed; 

But there are other hearts that bleed I 

All up and down the world so wide 

We suffer. Lord, on every side — 

We who are left. 

See now, we bend our stricken hearts. 

Patient and still — 
Knowing thy laws are wholly just — 
Knowing thy love commands our trust. 
Knowing that good is God alone. 
That pain and sorrow are our own, 
And seeking out by all our pain 
To struggle up to God again — 

Teach us thy will I 

When shall we learn by common joy 

Broad as the sun. 
By common effort, common fear. 
All common life that holds us near, 
And this great bitter common pain 
Coming again and yet again — 

That we are one! 
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Yea, one. We cannot sin apart^ — 

Suffer alone — 
Nor keep our goodness to onarselves 
Like precious things on hidden shelves — 
Because we each live not our best 
Some one must suffer for the rest — 

For we are one ! 

Our pain is but the voice of wrong — 

Lord, help us hear. 
Teach us to see the truth at last, 
To mend our future from our past, 
To know thy laws and find them friends, 
Leading us safe to lovely ends. 

Thine own hand near. 

Not one by doing right alone 

Can mend the way; 
But we must all do right together — 
Love help and serve each other, whether 
We joy or suffer; so at last 
Shall needless pain and death be past, 
And we, thy children, living here. 
Be worthy of their father dear!.— 

God speed the day ! 



O help us, Father, from this loss 

To learn thy will; 
So shall our lost one live again, 
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So shall her life not pass in rain. 
So shall we show in better liring. 
In loving, helping, doing, giring. 

That she lires stiD 




WOMAN. 
SHE WAL.KETH VEILED AND SLEEPING. 

She walketh veiled and sleeping, 
For she knoweth not her power; 
She obeyeth but the pleading 
Of her heart and the high leading 
Of her soul, unto this hour. 
Slow advancing, limping, creeping. 
Comes the Woman to the Hour! — 
She walketh veiled and sleeping 
For she knoweth not her power. 
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WOMEN OF TO-DAY. 

You women of to-day who fear so much 
The women of the future, showing how 
The dangers of her course are such and such — 
What are you now? 

Mothers and Wives and Housekeepers forsooth 1 
Great names I you cry; full scope to rule and 

please ! 
Room for wise age and energetic youth! — 
But are you these? 

Housekeepers I Do you then like those of yore 
Keep house with power and pride, with grace 

and ease? 
No, you keep servants only I What is more 
You don't keep these I 

Wives, say you? Wives 1 Blessed indeed are 

they 
Who hold of Love the everlasting keys, 
Keeping their husband's hearts I Alas the day I 
You don't keep these I 

And mothers? Pitying Heaven I Mark the cry! 
From cradle death-beds! Mothers on their 

knees 1 
Why, half the children born as children die ! 
You don't keep these 1 

And still the walling babies come and go. 
And homes are waste, and husband's hearts fly f ar« 
There is no hope until you dare to know 
The thing you are ! 
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GIRLS OF TO-DAY. 



Girls of to-day ! Give ear ! 
Never since Time began 
Has come to tbe race of man 
A year, a day, an Lour, 
So full of promise and power 
As the tim« that now is here J 

Never in all the lands 

Was there a power so great, 

To move the wheels of state — 

To lift up body and mind — 

To waken the deaf and blind — 

As the power that is in your hands J 

Here at the gates of gold 
You stand in the pride of youth. 
Strong in courage and truth, 
Stirred by a force kept back 
Through centuries long and black — 
Armed with a power threefold I 

First: — You are makers of men I 
Then Be the things you preach! 
Iiet your own greatness teach ! 
When mothers like this you see 
Men will be strong and free — 
Then, and not till then 1 
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Seoond: — Since Adam fell, 
Have you not heard it said 
That men by women are led ? 
True is the saying — true ! 
See to it what you do 1 
See that you lead them well! 

Third: — ^You have work of your own I 
Maid and mother and wife, 
Look in the face of life I 
There are duties you owe the race. 
Outside your dwelling place, 
There is work for you alone ! 

Maid and mother and wife ! — 
See your own work be done ! 
Be worthy a noble son I 
Help man in the upward way I 
Truly, a girl to-day 
Is the strongest thing in life I 
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TO MOTHERS. 

In the name of your ages of anguish I 
In the name of the curse and the stain I 
By the strength of your sorrow I call you ! 
By the power of your pain I 

We ar« Mothers. Through us in our bondage. 
Through us with a brand in the face, 
Be we fettered with gold or with iron, 
Through us comes the race I 

AVitli the weight of all sin on our shoulders, 
Midst the serpents of shame ever curled. 
We have sat, unresisting, defenceless, — 
Making the men of the word ! 

We were ignorant long, and our children 
Were besotted and brutish and blind; 
King-driven, priest-riddeu, — who were they? 
Our children — mankind. 

We were kept for our beauty, our softness, 
Our sex; — what reward do ye find? 
We transmit, must transmit, being mothers. 
What we are to mankind I 

As the mother so follow the children ! 

No nation, wise noble and brave. 

Ever sprang, — though the father had freedom. 

From the mother, — a slave I 
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Look now at the world as ye find it I 
Blench not! Truth is kinder than liesf 
Look now at the world — see it suffer I 
Listen now to its cries I 

See the people who suffer, all people ! 

All humanity wasting its pawers 

In a hand to hand struggle — deathdealing — 

All children af ours f 

The blind millionaire — ^the blind harlot — 
The blind preacher leading the blind — 
Only think of their pain, how it hurts them f 
Our little blind babies — mankind I 

Shall we bear it? We mothers who love them? 
Can we bear it? We mothers who feel 
Every pang of our babes and forgive them 
Every sin when they kneel? 

Little stumbling world! You have fallen! 
You are crying in darkntss and fear I 
Wait darling — ^your mother is coming I 
Hush darling — ^your mother is here ! 

We are here like an army with banners ! 
The great flag of our freedom unfurled t 
With us rests the fate of the nations, 
For we make the world ! 
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Dare ye sleep while your children are calling? 
Dare ye wait while they clamor unfed ? 
Dare ye pray in the proud pillared churches 
While they suffer for bread ? 

If the father hath sinned he shall answer, 
If he check thee laugh back at his powers I 
Shall a mother be kept from her children ? 
These people are ours I 

They are ours ! He is ours for we made him 1 
Iq our arms he has nestled and smiled I 
Shall we, the world-mothers be hindered 
By the freaks of a child ? 

Rise now in the power of The Woman! 
Bise now in the hour of our need I 
The world cries in hunger and darkness ! 
We shall light I We shall feed ! 

In the name of our ages of anguish ! 
In the name of the curse and the stain I 
By the strength of our sorrow we conquer ! 
In the power of our pain I 
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"WE, AS WOMEN." 

There's a cry in the air about ub — 
We hear it before — behind — " 



Are goiug to lift 



wbich "W 




With our white frocks starched and ruffled 
Aad our aoft Lair brushed and curled — , 
Hats off! for " 
Are coming to help the world! 

Fair sisters — listen one moment, 
And perhaps you'll pause for ten — 
The business of women o 
Is only w 

What we do, "we as women," 
We have done, all through life; 
The work that is ours as women 
Is the work of mother and wife. 




going to "purify politicB" 
And to "elevate the press," 
We enter the foul paths of the world 
To sweeten and cleanse and bless. 

To hear the high tbinge we are going to do 
And the horrors of man we tell 
One would think "we as women" were angels, 
And our brothers were fiends of hell. 



We, that were born of one mother. 
And reared in the selfsame place. 
In the church and the school together. 
We, of one blood, one race I 



Now then, all forward together 
But remember, every one. 
That it is not by feminine 
The work of the world is done 



Tbe world needs strength and courage, 
And wisdom to help and feed — 
When "we, ae women" bring these to ma 
We shall lift the world indeed 1 
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REASSURANCE. 

Can you imagine nothing better, brother. 
Than that which you have always had before? 
Have you been bo content with "wife and mother" 
You dare hope nothing more? 

Have you forever prized her, praised her, sung her. 
The happy queen of a most happy reign? 
Never dishonored her, despised her, flung her 
Derision and disdain? 

Go ask the literature of all the ages! 
Books that were written before woman read I 
Pagan and Christian, Satirists and Sages 1 
Read what the world has said ! 

There was no power on earth to bid you slacken 
The generous hand that painted her disgrace! 
There was no shame on earth too black to blacken 
That much-praised woman-face ! 

Eve and Pandora ! — always you begin it-^- 
The ancients called her Sin and Shame and Death 1 
"There is no evil without woman in it!" 
The modern proverb saith 1 

She has been yours in uttermost possession 1 — - 
Your slave, your mother, your well-chosen bride — 
And you have owned in million-fold confession 
You were not satisfied. 

Peace then ! Fear not the coming woman,brother 1 
Owning herself she giveth all the more I 
She shall be better woman, wife, and mother 
Than man hath known before ! 
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^B* SIX HOUItS A DAT. 

f}ix liourB a day the woman spends on foodi 

Six mortal hours a dny. * » • 

With tire and water toiling, heat nod cold, 

Struggling with laws she duea not uuderstand 

Of cheiriutry and phyaios, aud the weight 

Of poverty and ignorance bettide. 

Toiling for those she loves, the added strain 

Of tense emotion on her liiinihle skill — 

The sensitiveness born of love aud fear 

Making it harder to do even work. 

Toiling without reliaae, no Lope ahead 

Of taking up another bufliness soon. 

Of varying the task she finds too bard — 

This her career so closely interkoit 

With holier demands aa deep as life. 

That to refuse to cook is held the same 

As to refuse her wife and motherhood. 

Six mortal hours a day to haudte food — 

Prepare it. serve it, clean it all away; 

With allied labors of the stove and tub, 

The pan, the dishcloth, itnd the acrubbiug brush. 

Developing forever in her brain 

The power to do this work in which she lives. 

While the slow finger of heredity 

Writes on the forehead of each living man, 

l^ive aa he may, "His mother was a cookl" 
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BALLADE OF YE GENTIL MAYDE. \ 

a a mayde, a geotil mayde, 
Her hearte Was Hofte and kynde, 
And yet ahee lyked her boraeB tayle 
Cut off behjnde, behynde^ — 
Cut off full ehurte behynde. 
With blyodere, cLecka, and martyngules 

That bapless beaste was tyde, 
Or else her sadylle galled hia baoke 
16 did ryde, 
O why not sit aatryde ? 
jbee had a dogge, a lyttel dogge, 

3 him on a chayne, 
Sbee made him fatte, shee made hiiL 
And so he dyed in payue-i — 
Alas] he dyed ia paynel 
Sbee bad a tiower, a lovely flower, 

Which languishtid in a potte, 

Shee tho't it was it's nature too — 

But then you know it'a uotte ! 
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As if, forsooth, when men were slaves. 

It added to their glee 
To have thejre sires, and eke themselves 

Born fast in slaveree I 

Born into slaveree I 

But O this maydel This gentil mayde! 

Shee wore upon her hedde 
A hatte the ornaments of which 

Were bodys of the dedde ! 

Just fragments of the dedde! 

The feathers of dedde byrds shee wore, 

Tayles of the slaughtered beaste 
Their lyttle heddes her buttons were — 

Shee wore a score at leaste — 

A score of deaths at leaste I 

A gentil mayde I O lovely mayde ! 

With mylde and tender eye I 
Why is it for your pleasuring 

These lyttle ones must dye ? 

These helpless ones must dye ! 
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FEMININE VANITT. 

Feminine Vanity! Oye Gods! Hear to this man! 

As if silk and velvet and feathers and fun 

And jewels and gold had been just for her 

Since the world began! 

[the way! 
Where is his memory ! Let him look back-^all of 

Let him study the history of his race 

From the first he savage that painted his face 

To the Dude of to-day ! 

Yiiuity ! Oh I Are the twists and curls. 

The intricate patterns in red, black and blue, 
The wearisome tortures of rich tattoo. 
Just made for girls? 

Is it only the squaw who files the teeth. 

And dangles the lip, and bores the ear, [queer 
And wears bracelet and necklet and anklet as 
As the bones beneath ? 

Look at the soldier, the noble, the .King ! 
Egypt or Greece or Borne discloses 
The purples and perfumes and gems and roses 
On a masculine thing ! 

Look at the men of our own dark ages ? 
Heroes too, in their cloth of gold. 
With jewels as thick as the cloth could hold 
On the knights and pages I 
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We wear false hair ! Our man looks big ! 
But it's not BO long, let me beg to state 
Si nee every gentleman shaved his pate 
And wore a wig I 

French heels I Sharp toes I See our feet defaced! 
But there was a day when the soldier free 
Tied the toe of his shoe to the manly knee — 
Yes, and even the waist! 

We pad and stuff — ! Our man looks bolder ! 
Don't speak of the time when a bran-filled bunch 
Made an English gentleman look like Punch — 
But feel of his shoulder ! 

[men! 
Feminine Vanity I O ye Gods! Hear to these 

Vanity's wide as the world is wide — 
Look at the peacock in his pride — 
Is it a hen ? 




IN THIS, OUR WORLD. 



Tlie female fox she is 

Tlje female whale a 
The femnle eagle holds hei 
As repreBentative of race 

As truly as the male 

The mother hen doth acratch for her cliicks 

And scratch for hereelf beside; 

The mother cow doth nurse her calf, 

Yet fares as well as her other half 

Id the pasture free and wide. 
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Not so, saith she, ye slander me ! 

No parasite am I! 
I earn my living as a wife — 
My children take my very life — 
Why should I share in human strife- 

To plant and build and buy ? 

The human race holds highest place 

In all the world so wide. 
Yet these inferior females wive. 
And raise their little ones alive. 

And feed themselves beside. 

The race is higher than the sex. 

Though sex be fair and good, 

A Human Creature is your state 

And to be Human is more great 

Than even womanhood! 

The female fox she is a fox 
The female whale a whale — 

The female eagle holds her place 

As representative of race. 
As truly as the male ! 



r 



so 
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UNSEXED. 

It was a wild rebellious drone 
That loudly did complain, 
He wished he was a Worker Bee 
With all his might aud main. 

I want to work, the Drone declared; 
Quoth they, the thing you mean 
Is that you scorn to be a Drone 
And long to be a Queen. 

You long to lay unnumbered eggs 
And rule the waiting throng, 
You long to lead our summer flight 
And this is rankly wrong. 

Cried he, my life is pitiful, 

I only eat and wed, 

And in my marriage is the end^ — 

Thereafter I am dead. 

I would I were the Busy Bee 
That flita from flower to flower, 
I long to share in work and care 
And feel the worker's power, 

Quoth they, the life you dare to spurn 
Is set before you here 
As your one great, prescribed, ordained 
Divinely ordered sphere I 
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Without your service as a Drone 
We should not be alive, 
Your modest task, when well fulfilled 
Preserves the busy hive. 

Why underrate your blessed power? 
Why leave your rightful throne, 
To choose a field of life that's made 
For working bees «lone ? 

Oried he. But it is not enough 1 
My momentary task I 
Let me do that and more beside — 
To work is all I ask. 

Then fiercely rose the workers all, 
For sorely were they vexed, 
O wretch! they cried, «hould this betide 
You would become unaeoced. 

And yet he had not sighed for eggs, 
Nor yet for royal mien; 
He longed to be a worker bee, 
But not to be a queen ] 
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THE HOLY STOVE. 

O the soap-vat ia a common thing ! 

The pickle-tub ia low I 
The loom and wheel have lost their grace 
In failing from the dwelling place 

To mille where all may go 1 
The breadtray needeth not your love. 

The waahtub wide doth roam, 
Even the oven free may rove, 
But bow ye down to the Holy Stove 

The Altar of the Home ! 

Before it bend the worahipperSj 

And wreatha of parsley twine; 
Above it Btill the incenae curls 
And a paaaing train of hired girla 

Do aervice at the shrine. 
We toil to keep the altar crowned 

With dishes new and nice, 
And Art and Love and Time and Truth 
We oflfer up with Health and Youth 

In daily sacrifice I 



Speak sot to ub of a fairer faith, 

Of a lifetime free from pain — 
Our fathers always worshipped here — 
Our mothers served this altar drear — 

And still we serve amain. 
Our earliest dreams around it cling. 

Bright hopes that childhood sees. 
And memory leaves a vista wide 
Where Mother's doughnuts rank beeide 

The thought of Mother's Enees. 

The woodbox hath no sanctity- 
No glamor gilds the coal- 
Cut the Cook-stove is a sacred thing 
To which our reverent faith we bring 

And serve^with heart and soul. 
The Home's a temple all divine 
By the Paker and the Hod I 
The Holy Stove, the altar fine— 
The wife, the Priestess at the shrine — 
Now who can be the god 1 



k 



1 
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A BROOD MARE. 

It is a significant fact that the phenomenal 
improvement in horses during the last fifteen 
years is accompanied by the growing conviction 
that good points and a good record are as desir- 
able in the dam as in the sire — if not more so. 

I had a quarrel yesterday, 

A violent dispute 
With a man who tried to sell to me 

A strange amorphous brute. 

A creature disproportionate, 

A beast to make you stare. 
An undeveloped, overgrown. 

Outrageous-looking mare. 

Her forelegs they were weak and thin,. 

Her hindlegs weak and fat. 
She wa» heavy in the quarters, 

With a narrow chest and flat; 

And she had managed to combine — 

I'm sure I don't know how. 
The barrel of a greyhound 

With the belly of a cow. 
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She seemed exceeding feeble. 

And he owned with manner bland. 

That she walked a little, eaafly. 
But wasn't fit to stand ! 



I essayed to mount the animal 
To test her on the track. 

But he cried in real anxiety — 
<<Oet off! youll strain her back!** 



And then I sought to harness her. 
But he explained at length 

That any draught or carriage work 
Was quite beyond her strength. 



i'o use to carry or to pull I 
No use upon the course! 

Said I ''How can you have the face 
To call that thing a horse V* 



Said he indignantly "I don't! 

Fm dealing on the square; 
I never said it was a horse, 

I told you 'twas a mare ! 
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A mare was neyer meant to race 

To carry or to pull — 
She is meant for breeding only, so 

Her place in life is full." 

Said I "Do you pretend to breed 
From sucb a beast as that ! 

A mass of shapeles skin and bone 
Or shapeless skin and fat?" 



Said he *<Her sire was thoroughbred 

As fine as walked the earth, 
And all her colts receiye from him 
The marks' of noble birth. 



And then I mate her carefully 

With horses fine and fit — 
Mares do not need to have themselyes 

The points which they transmit I" 



Said I "Do you pretend to say 
You can raise colts as fair 

From that fat cripple as you can 
From an able-bodied mare ?'* 
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Quoth he ^I solemnly asesert 
Just as I said before, — 

A mare that's good for breeding 
Can be good for nothing more I 



Cried I, ''one thing is certain proof. 

One thing I want to see; 
Trot out the noble colts you raise 

From your anomaly." 



He looked a little dashed at this 
And the poor mare hung her bead; 

<<Fact is" said he ''she's had but one. 
And that one — well, it's dead !" 
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TO THE YOUNG WIFE. 

Are you content? You pretty three-year's wife: 
Are you content and satisfied to live 
On what your loving husband loves to give, 
And give to him your life. 

Are you content with work ? To toil alone, 
To clean things dirty and to soil things clean 
To be a kitchen-maid — be called a Queen — 
Queen of a cook-stove throne? 

Are you content to reign in that small space ? 
A wooden palace and a yard-fenced land. 
With other Queens abundant on each hand 
Each fastened in her place? 

Are you content to rear your children so ? 

Untaught yourself, untrained, perplexed, dis- 
tressed; 

Are you so sure your way is always best? 
That you can always know ? 

Have you forgotten how you used to long 
In days of ardent girlhood, to be great. 
To help the groaning world — to serve the state — 
To be so wise — so strong I 
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And are yon quite conTinced this is the way 
The only way a woman'iB duty lies — 
Knowing all women so haTe shut their eyes? 
Seeing the w<»-Id to-day? 

Have yon no dream of life in fuller store ? 
Of growing to be more than that you are? 
Doing the things yon now do better far. 
Yet doing others — ^more ? 

Losing no love, but finding as you grew 
That as you entered upon nobler life 
You so became a richer, sweeter wife, 
A wiser mother too. 

What holds you ? Ah my dear it is your throne ! 
Your paltry queenship in that narrow place. 
Your antique labors, your restricted space. 
Your working all alone ? 

Be not deceived I Tis not your wifely bond 
That holds you, nor the mother's royal power — 
But selfish slavish service hour by hour — 
A life with no beyond. 
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AN OLD PROVERR 

"^< much pity to see a woman weep at to see a gooee go 
barefoot I" 

No escape little creature I The earth hath no 

place 
For the woman who seeketh to fly from her 

race. 
Poor, ignorant, timid, too helpless to roam. 
The woman must bear what befalls her, at home. 
Bear bravely, bear dumbly, — it is but the same 
That all others endure who live under the name — 
No escape, little creature I 

No escape under heaven! Can man treat you 

worse 
After God has laid on you his infinite curse ? 
The heaviest burden of sorrow you win 
Cannot weigh with the load of original sin. 
No shame be too black for the cowering face 
Of her who brought shame to the whole human 

race! 

No escape under heaven I 



WOIKAN. 6i 



Yet yon feel, being haman. Yoa shrink from the 

pain 
That each child, b<im a woman, must suffer again. 
From the strongest of bonds heart ean feel, man 

can shape. 
You cannot rebel, or appeal, or escape! 
Yoa must bear and endure. If the heart cannot 

sleep. 
And the pain groweth bitter — ^too bitter — ^then 

weep! 

For jou feel, being human. 

And she wept, being woman. The numberless 

years 
Have counted her burdens and counted her 



The maid wept forsaken, the mother forlorn 
For the child that was dead, and the child that was 

born. 
Wept for joy — as a miracle! Wept in her pain! 
Wept aloud, wept in secret, wept ever in vain I 
Still she weeps, being woman. 
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FALSE PLAY, 



^Do you love me ?" asked the mother of her child. 

And the baby answered '^Nol" 
Great Love listened and sadly smiled — 
He knew the love in the heart of the child — 

That you could not wake it so. 



'''Do nofc love me?" the foolish mother cried; 

And the baby answered "Nol" 
He knew the worth of the trick she tried — 
Great Love listened, and grieving sighed. 

That the mother scorned him sa 

♦'O poor mama V* and she played her part 

Till the baby's strength gave way; 
He new it was false in his inmost heart 
But he could not bear that her tears should start 
So he joined in the lying play. 

*'Then love mama!" and the soft lips crept 
To the kiss that his love shoiuld show; 

The mouth to speak while the spirit slept! 

Great Love listened, and blushed and wept 
That they blasphemed him so. 



r 

■ Get back I 



THE CHILD SPEAKS. 



Get back I Give me air 1 Give me freedom and 

The wftrm earth and bright water, tlie crowdiug 

Bweet bloom 
Of the flowers and the measureless marvelous 

sky- 
All of these, all the time, and a shelter close by 
Where sileuce and beauty and peace are my own 
In a chamber alone. 

Then bring me the others I "A ahild" is a, crime. 
It is "children" who grow through the beautiful 

Of their childhood up into the age you are in — 
"A child" must needs suffer and sicken and sin — 
The life of a child needs the life of its kind 
O ye stupid and blind 1 

Then the best of your heart and the best of your 

brain I 
The face of all beauty t The soul without stain I 
Your noblestl Your wisest ! with us is the place 
To consecrate life to the good of the race I 
That our childhood may pass with the best you 

can give 

And our manhood so tjvel 
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The wisdom of years, the experience deep 

That shall laugh with our waking and watch 

with our sleep; 
The patience of age, the keen honor of youth. 
To guide us in doing and teach us in truth; 
With the garnered ripe fruit of the world at our 

feet— 

Both the bitter and sweet. 

What is this that you offer? One man's narrow 

purse I 
One woman's strained life and a heart straining 

worse I 
Confined as in prisons, — held down as in caves — 
The teaching of tyrants — the service of slaves — 
The garments of falsehood and bondage — the 

weight 

Of your own evil state. 

And what is this brought as atonement for these ? 

For our blind misdirection, our death and dis- 
ease — 

For the grief of our childood, the loss and the 
wrong, 

For the shame and the sin and the sorrow thereof- 
Dare you say it is love? 
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Love! First give freedom, — the right of the 

brute! 
The air with its sunshine, the earth with its fruit ! 
Love ! First give wisdom — intelligent care, 
That shall help to bring out all the good that is 

there. 
Love! First give justice! There's nothing 

above !^ — 
And then you may love ! 
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MOTHER TO CHILD. 

How best can I serye thee, my child I my child ! 
Flesh .of my flesh and dear heart of my heart! 
Once thou wast within me — I held thee, I fed 

.thee — 
By the force of my loving and longing I led thee — - 

Now we are apart! 

I may blind thee with kisses and crush with em- 
bracing, 

Thy warm mouth in my neck and our arms in- 
terlacing, 

But here in my body my soul lives alone 

And thou answerest me from a house of thine 
own — 
That house which I builded I 

Which we builded together, thy father and I ! 
In which thou must live, O my darling, and die I 
Not one ston^e can I alter, no atom relay — 
Not to save or defend thee or help thee to stay — 
That gift is completed ! 

How best can I serve thee! O child, if they knew 
How my heart aches with loving ! How deep 

and how true, 
How brave and enduring, how patient, how strong. 
How longing for good and how fearful of wrong 

Ik the love of thy mother. 



Gould I dowB thee wH^ lidMs! Somyod^oTcr- 

ilowtliee. 
With fmme and with pover till the vhole wmUL 

should kaov thee. 
With wisdon and ^enw t[> hold the vc«id still. 
To bring huighter mnd tean^ joj and pain^ at thj 

will,— 

Still— Am nughtst not be hmppj! 



Such haTe lired — and in i<oiT->T! TLe i?reater 

the mind 
The wider and deeper the grief it «an fiiiid. 
The richer, the ghhMer, dse nore thon eaztst feel 
The keen stings that a lifetix&e is frore t/^rereal! 

O niT -child ! Must thon suffer t 



Is there no waT kt tile ean sa^e thiije fr^nn a 

pain? 
Is the lore of a B«^.4her uo pc^ii^ble gaii. t 
No labor of Herenlca — Mssrcii f<>r tike Grail — 
Xo wair lor this- w/nderfui if-r*- v* ar^j >• 

God in He^reii — ^^ ti^k^li tt;e! 
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My prayer has been answered. The pain thou 

must bear 
Is the pain of the world's life which thy life must 

share. 
Thou art one with the world — though I love thee 

the best; 
And to save thee from pain I must save all the 

rest — 

Well— with God's help I'll do it I 



Thou art one with the rest. I must love thee in 

theml 
Thou wilt sin with the rest — and thy mother must 

stem 
The world's sin. Thou wilt weep — and thy mother 

must dry 
The tears of the world lest her darling should cry I 

I will do it — God helping I 



And I stand not alone. I will gather a band 
Of all loving mothers from land unto land, — 
Our children are part of the world I Do ye hear? 
They are one with the world — we must hold them 

all dear! 

Love all for the child's sake I 
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For the sake of my child I must haftten to save 
All the children on earth from the jail and the 

graTe. 
For so and so only I lighten the share 
Of the pain of the world that my darling must 

bear — 

£Ten so, and so onlyl 



lo m THIS, ODR WORLD. 

to MAN. 

• J 

» • • . i 

In ^rk and early ag6», through the primal forests 
faring, 
•' £Jre^the soul came shining into prehistaric 
night, 
Two -fold man was equal, they were eomradeB dear 
and daring, 
LiTing wild and free together in unreasoning 
delight. 
Ere the soul wa» bom and consciousness came 
slowly. 
Ere the soul was bom, to man and woman 
too. 
Ere he found the Tree of Knowledge, that awful 
tree and holy. 
Ere be knew he felt, and knew he knew. 

Then said he to Pain, "I am wise now and I know 
yout 
No more will Isuffier while power and wisdom 
last r 
Then said he to Pleasure,**! am strong, and I wiD 
show you 
That the will of a an can seize you, aye, and 
bold you fast T 



: WOMAN, - 71 

Pood he ate for plea8ure,aii<) wine he drank for 
gladness; 
And woman? Ah, the woman! The crown 
of all delight! 
His now — he knew it! He was strong to mad- 
ness 
In that earl? dawning after : prehistoric 
night. 



His, — his forever I That glory sweet and tender 1 
Ah — -but he would love her ! And she ahould 
love but him ! 
He would work and struggle for her, he would 
shelter and defend her — 
She should never leave him, never, till their 
eyes in death were dim. 



Close, close, he bound her that she should leave 
him never! 
Weak still he kept her, lest she be strong'to 
flee ; 
And the fainting flame of passion he kept alive 
forever 
With all the arts and forces of earth and sky 
and sea. 
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SHE WHO IS TO COME. 

A woman — in so far as she beboldeth 

Her one Beloved*s face: 
A ra other — with a great heart that enfbldeth 

The children of the Race: 
A body, free and strong, with that high beauty 

That comes of perfect use, is built thereof: 
A mind where Reason ruleth over Duty, 

And Justice reighs with Love: 
A self-poised royal soul, brave, wise, and tender, 

No longer blind and dumb: 
A Human Being, of an unknown splendor, 

Is she who is to come I 
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SIMILAR CASES. 

There was once a little animal. 

No bigger than a fox. 
And on five toes he scampered 

Over Tertiary rocks. 
They called him Eohippus, 

And they called him very small. 
And they thought him of no value — 

When they thought of him at all. 
For the lumpish Diuoceras 

And Coryphodont so slow 
Were the heavy aristocracy 

In days of long ago. 

Said the little Eohippus: 

''I am going to be a horse ! 
And on my middle finger nails 

To run my earthly course ! 
I'm going to have a flowing tail I 

I'm going to have a mane I 
I'm going to stand fourteen hands high 
On the psych ozoic plain !" 
The Coryphodont was horrified. 

The Dinoceras shocked; 
And they chased young Eohippus, 

But he skipped away and mocked. 
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Then they laughed enormous laughter. 

And they groaned enormoua groans, 
And they bade young Eohippus 

Go and view his father's bones. 
Said they: <*Tou always were as small 

And mean as now we see, 
And therefore it is evident 

That you're always going to be ! 

'What! Be a great tall, handsome beast 

With hoofs to gallop on I 
Why, you*d have to change your nature V 

Said the Loxolophodon. 
They considered him disposed of. 

And retired with gait serene — 
That was the way they argued -' 

In **the early eocene." 

There was once an Anthropoidal Ape, 

Far smarter than the rest, 
And everything that they could do 

He always did the best; 
So they naturally disliked him 

And they gave him shoulders cool. 
And when they had to mention him. 

They said he was a fool. 



OUR HUMAN KIND. 77 

Cried this pretentious ape one day: 

"I'm going to be a man I 
And stand upright and hunt and fight, 

And conquer all I can 1 

Tm going to cut down forest trees 

To make my houses higher I 
I'm going to kill the Mastodon I 

I'm going to make a fire I" 
Loud screamed the Anthropoidal Apes 

With laughter vrild and gay; 
Then tried to catch that boastful one, 

But he always got away. 
So they yelled at him in chorus, 

Which he minded not a whit; 
And they pelted him with cocoanuts, 

W^hich didn't seem to hit 

And then thvsy gave him reasons, 

Which they thought of much avail, 
To prove how his preposterous 

Attempt was sure to fail. 
Said the sages : '*In the first place, 

The thiT>g cannot be done I 
And second, if it could be. 

It would not be any fun I 



% 
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And third, and most couclusiye, 

And admitting no reply, 
You loould have to change your nature ! 

We should like to see vou try I" 
They chuckled then triumphantly, 

These lean and hairy shapes, 
For these things passed as arguments, 
With the Authropodial Apes. 

There was once a Neolithic Man, 

An enterprising wight, 
Who made his chopping implements 

Unusually bright, 
Unusually clever he, 

Unusually brave. 
And he drew delightful mammoths 

On the borders of his cave. 
To his Neolithic neighbors, 

Who were startled and surprised. 
Said he: *'My friends, in course of time. 

We shall be civilized 1 

We are going to live in cities ! 

We are going to fight in wars ! 
We are going to eat three times a day, 

Without the natural cause I 
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We are going to turn life upside-down 

About a thing called gold I 
We are going to want the earth, and take 

As much as we can hold ! 
We are going to wear great piles of stuff 

Outside our proper skins; 
We are going to have Diseases I 

And Accomplishments!! and Sins I!!" 

Then they all rose up in fury 

Against their boastful friend; 
For prehistoric patience 

Cometh quickly to an end. 
Said one: '*This is chimerical! 

Utopian ! Absurd I" 
Said another: *'What a stupid life! 

Too dull, upon my word!" 
Cried all: "Before such things can come, 

Tou idiotic childj 
You must alter Huncan Nature r 

And they all sat back and smiled. 

Thought they: ''An answer to that last 

It will be hard to find r 
It was a clinching argument 

To the Neolithic Mind I 
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VAIN FEARS. 

O fools and blind 1 Are ye so wed to pain 
That pleasure seems a weariness and waste 1 
Is vice so dear that you must fling disdain 
On virtue, angel- faced 1 

Doth foul disease make glad life fly so fast 
That death appears a dull and tedious guest? 
Are care and labor grown so sweet at last 
Ye dare scorn ease and rest? 

If man and maid and child were free and strong 
And grew in power and knowledge year by year, 
Free from the fear of want, the fear of wrong. 
Who loses? Why this fear? 

They would not suffer who had ne'er before 
Known aught but care and hunger, toil and pain; 
Who loses then, but ye who now have more 
Then all their lifetime's gain? 

What do ye lose? Only the power to shine 
Light against darkness, triumph o'er defeat. 
The dismal '-yours" beside the glorious "mine I"— 
That contrast passing sweet. 
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Yet 'neath this folly is a saving grace, 
An underlying truth, deep as the sea- 



We know that Pain is Pleasure's other face — 
A twofold mystery. 

We know there is no light save shade be there, 
No wisdom without folly hid within. 
No strength without some weakness to compare. 
No virtue without sin. 

But the soul grows, the pains and pleasures change, 
Age after age we need, and Nature gives; 
Mankind still rises in his ceaseless range; 
The human creature lives! 

Did they dread loss who changed the awful cold 
For fire, with train of torture and disease? 
Or nakedness for dress, with sin less bold ? 
There was no loss in these ! 

'Twas gain to change the freedom of the hills 
For homes; to live by fraud instead of force; 
'Twas gain to change brute passions, wed at will, 
For marriage — and divorce I 

Fear not, O fools I The pathway must be trod ^ 
Who fights with fate will ever fight in vain ; 
Take your new pleasures at the hand of God — 
He will provide new pain I 
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A CONSERVATIVE. 

The garden beds I wandered by 
One bright and cheerful morn, 

When I found a new-fledged butterfly 
A-sitting on a thorn, 

A black and crimson butterfly, 
All doleful and forlorn. 

I thought that life could have no sting 

To infant butterflies, 
So I gazed on this unhappy thing 

With wonder and surprise. 
While sadly with his waving wing 

He wiped his weeping eyes. 

Said I, "What can the matter be? 

Why weepest thou so sore ? 
With garden fair and sunlight free 

And flowers in goodly store 1" — 
But he only turned away from me 

And burst into a roar. 

Cried he, "My legs are thin and few 
Where once I had a swarm ! 

Soft fuzzy fur — a joy to view — 
Once kept my body warm ! 

Before these flapping wing-things grew. 
To hamper and deform I 
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At that outrageous bag I shot 

. The fury of mine eye, 
Said I, io scorn all burning hot, 

In rage and anger high, 
**You ignominious idiot 1 

Those wings are made to fly!" 

« 

**I do not want to fly!" said he, 

**I only want to squirm ?" 
And he drooped hia wings dejectedly, - ', 

Bu t still his voice was flr m ; 
"I do not want to be a fly ! 

I want to be a worm!" 

yesterday of unknown lackl 

To-day of unknown bliss! 

1 left my fool in red and black; 

The last I sa# was this^ — 
The creature madly climbing back 
Into his chrysalis! 



) 
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AN OBSTACLE. 

I was climbing up a mountain patb 
With many thingi^ to do. 

Important business of my own 
And other people's too, 

When I ran against a Prejudice 
That quite cut off the view. 

Hy work was such as could not wail^. 

My path quite clearly showed, 
My strength and time were limited, 

I carried quite a load, 
And there that hulking Prejudice 

Sat all across the road. 

So I spoke to him politely, 

For he was huge and higb. 

And begged that he would move a bit 
And let me travel by; — 

He smiled, but as for moving! 
He didn't even try. 

And then I reasoned quietly 
With that colossal mule; 

My time was short — no other patb — 
The mountain winds were cool — 

X argued like a Solomon, — 
He sat there like a fool. 
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Then I flew infco a passion, 

I danced and howled and swore, 

1 pelted and belabored him 
Till I was stiff and sore; 

He get as oiad as I did — 

But he sat there as before. 

And then £ begged him on my knees — 

I uiigh<t be kneeling still 
If so I hoped to move that mass 

Of obdurate ill will — 
As well invite the monument 

To vacate Bunker Hill ! 

So I salt before hitn helpless, 

In an ecE^cy ol woe: 
The mountain mists were rising faeK; 

The sun was sinking slow, — 
When a sudden inspiration came. 

As sudden winds do blow. 

I took my hat, I took my stick, 

Mv load I settled fair, 
I approached that awful incubus 

With an absent-minded air — 
And I walked directly through him. 
As if he wasn't i&ere ! 
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WEDDED BLISS. 
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O come aDil be ray mateT" aaid the Eagle ^to the 
Hen; 
**I love to soar, but then 
I want my mate to rest 
Forever in the nestP 
Said the Hen, "I cannot fly, 
I have no wish to try, 
But I joy to see my mate careering through the 

skyi" 
They wed, and cried, "Ah ! this is Love, my own I 
And the Hen sat, the Eagle spared, alone. - 



*'0 come and be my mate!" said the Lion to the 
Sheep; 

"My love for you is deep I 

I slay, a Lion should! 

But you are mild and good I" 

"Said the Sheep, "I do no ill, — 

Could not, had I the will. 
But I joy to see my mate pursue, devour, and kill !" 
They wed, and cried, "Ah I thisisLove,my ownP 
And the Sheep browsed, the Lion prowled, alone- 
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"O come and be my matel" said the Salmon to 
the Clam; 

"You are npt wise but I am! 

I know sea and stream as well ; 

You know nothing but your shell!" 

Said the Claiii, "I*m slow of motion, 

But my love is all ?ievotion, 
And I joy to have ray mate traverse lake and 

' stream, and ocean ! 
They wed, and cried, "Ah! this is Love, my own!" 
And the >clam Bucked, the salmon swam, alone. 



! . 
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WHAT'S THAT. 
I met a little pereon on mj land, 

A-fiahing in the waters of my stream; 
He seemed a man, yat could not underataad 

Things that to most men very simple seeiu. 
"Get off!" said I. "This land is mine my friendfl 

"Get out!" said L "This brook beluags to mefl 
I own tlie land, and you must toake an eud 

Of fisLiag here so free I" 
"I own this place, the land and water too! 

You have no right to be here, that is flat! 
Get off it! That is all I ask of you I—" 

-Own it!" Said he,~"whftfB that?" 
"What's that?" saidi, "why thatiscommon sensel 

I own the water and the fishing light — 
I own the land from here to yonder fence — 

Get off, my friend, or fight 1" 
He looked at the clear stream so nently kept, — -I 

He looked at teeming vine and laden tree. 
And wealthy fields of grain that stirred and slept- 

"I see!" he cried, "I see!" 
"You menu you cut the wood and plowed the field, 

From your hard labor all this beauty grew — 
To you is due the richness of the yield — 

You have some claim, 'tis true!" 



1 
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t 

•*Not sol** said I with manner very cool, 

And tossed my purse into the air and caught it; 

"Do I look like a laborer, you fool ? 
It's mine because I bought it!" 

Again he looked as if I talked in Greek, 

Again he scratched his head and twirled his hat; 

Before he mustered wit enough to speak — 
"Bought it?" said he— "what's that?" 

And then he said again, *'I see! I see I" [and hoes, 
"You mean that some men toiled with plows 

And while those worked for you you toiled with 
At other work for those !" [gle« 

"Not so!*' said, I getting a little hot. 

Thinking the man a fool as well as funny, 

"I'm not a workingman, you idiot, • 

I bought it with my money !" 

And still that creature stared and dropped his jaw, 
Till I could have destroyed him where he sat; 

"Money !" said I, "Money, and moneyed law !" 
"Money?" said he,— "What's that?" 
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AN ANTI-NATIONALIST WAIL. 

Oh, dear! 
The Christian virtues will disappear.! 
Nowhere on laud or sea ^- 

Will be room for Charity! 
Nowhere, in field or city, ^. 

A person to help or pity! 
Better for them, no doubts 
Not to need helping out 
Of their old, miry ditch — 
But alas for us, the rich I ^ 
For we should lose, you see, 
Our boasted charity I— 
Lose all the pride and joy ^ 

Of givin<( the poor employ, 
And money, and food, and love, 
(And making stock thereof!) 
Our Christian virtues are gone, 
With nothing to practice on'! 

• < ■ 
It don't hurt them a bit, 
For tUey can't practice it ; 
But it's our great joy and pride — ■. . 
What virtue have we beside? 
We believe as sure as we live, 
That it is more blessed to give 
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ISian to want, and waste, and grieve, 

And occasionally receive ! 

And here are the people pressing 

To rob us o| our pe blessing! 

No chance to endow or bedizen ' 

A hospital, school or prison, 

And leave our own proud narae 

To Gratitude and Fame ! 

No chance to do one good deed, 

To give what we do not need. 

To leave what we cannot use 

To those whom we deign to choose I 

When none want broken meat, 

How shall our cake be sweet? 

When none want flannels and coals, 

How shall we save our souls? 

Oh, dear! Oh, dear! 

The Christian virtuesVill disappear! ? 

The poor have their virtues rude — 
Meekness and gratitude, 
Endurance, and respect 
For us, the world's elect ; 
Economy, self-denial, 
Patience in every trial. 
Self-sacrifice, self-restraint- 
Virtues enough for a saint! 
Virtues enough jio bear 
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All this life's sorow and care; 
Virtue by which to rise 
To a front seat in the skies! 
How can thev turn from this 
To common earthly bliss — 
Mere clothes, and food, and drink, 
And leisure to read and think, 
And art, and beauty, and ease — 
There is no crown for these ! 
True, if their gratitude 
Were not for fire and food, 
They might still learn to bless 
The Lord for their happiness ! 
And instead of respect for wealth, 
Might learn from beauty and health, 
And freedom in power and pelf — 
Each man to respect himself! 
And instead of scraping and saving, 
Might learn from using and having, 
That man's life should be spent 
In a grand development! 
But this is petty and small — 
These are no't virtues at all — 
They do not look as they should — 
They don't do its any good! 
Oh dear I Oh dear ! Oh dear ! 
The Christian virtues will disappear. 
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THE SURVIVAL OF THE FITT 

In northern zones the rmnging bear 

Protects himself with fst and hair. 

Where snow is deep and iee is stark. 

And half the jear is eold and dark. 

He still sorriTes a clime like that 

By growing far, bj growing fat 

These traits, O Bsar, which thoa tran^mittest, 

ProTe the sorriral of the fittest! 

To polar regions waste and wan 

Comes the emopomtlung raee of man. 

A ponj, feeble, HtUe Inbber — 

He had no for, he Imd do blabber. 

The soomfnl bear sat down at ease 

To see the strmnger starre and freeze; 

But lo! the stiraager slew the bear. 

And ale ins fiU and wore his hair! 

These docxM, O Han! whid thoa eommittest, 

Ftave ttM wmrwmd of the fittest! 
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In modern times the millionaire 
Protects himself hs did the bear. 
Where Poverty and Hunger are, 
He counts his bullion by the car. 
Where thousand:^ suffer, still he thrives. 
And after death his will survives. 
The wealth, O CroB ma! thou transmittest, 
Proves the survival of the fittest! 

But lo! some peoplo, odl an 1 funny. 
Some men without a cent of money, 
The simple, common Human Race, — 
Ohose to improve their dwelling place! 
They had no use for millionaires; 
They calmly said the world was theirs; 
They were so wise — so strong — so many — 
The millionaire? There wasn't any! 
These deeds, O Man, which thou committest. 
Prove the survival of the fittest! 
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THE SWEET USES OF ADVERSITY. 

In Norway fiords, in summer time, 

The Norway birch is fair; 
The white trunks shine, the s:reen leaves twine, 
The whole tree groweth tall and line, 

For all it wants is there — 

Water and warmth and air — 
Full fed ia all its nature needs, and showing 
That nature in perfection by its growing. 

But follow the percistent tree 

To the limit of endless snow — 



There you may see what a birch can be 1 
The product showeth plain and free 

How nobly plants can grow 

With nine months winter slow, 
'Tie fitted to survive in that position ; 
Developed by the force of bad condition. 

See now what life the tree doth keep — 

Branchless, three-leaved, and tough f creeti 

In June the leaf-buds peep, flowers in July dar 
To bloom, the fruit in August, and then sleep 
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"THE POOR YE HAVE ALWAYS WITH YOU." 

The poor ye have always with you — therefore 
why 
Seek to improve a lot ordained of God — 
Dare to rebel beneath his chastening rod — 

Question the law on high ? 

The poor ye have always with you — plain to see 
Is this thing so far — stated by our Lord, 
Proved by the fact and also by his Word — 

So it must surely be. 



Yet wait — "have always" is the present tense — • 
He said they had them always, and they had; 
Must we therefore believe a thing so bad 

Shall always crush us with its weight immense? 

*-You always have the headache !" I complain-^ 
'Tis not prediction that you always will. 
Nor yet a lasting curse to say, worse still, 

That you must always bear that pain. 

The poor we have bad with us in full store 
From senseless age to age. Let man to-day 
Bise up and put this human shame away — 

Let us have poor no more I 
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THE GABT 6EPOHE THE HOB8E. 

Our basiness BYstem has its baae 

On one small thoaght that's oat of place. 

The merest trifle, — ^nothing much, of oonrBe, 
The truth is there — who sajs if s not? 
Only — the trouble is — ^youVe got 

The cart before the hone ! 

You say unless a man shall work 

Bight earnestly, and nerer shirk, [small. 

He may not eat Now look — the change is 
And yet the truth is plain to see. 
Unless man eats, and frequently — 

He cannot work at alL 

And which comes first? Why that is plain. 
The man comes first. And, look again — 

A baby ! with an appetite to fit ! 
You have to feed him years and years 
And train him up with toil and tears 

Before he works a bit! 

So let us change our old ideas 

And learn with these adrancing years 

To giwe the oats before we ask for speed; 
Not set the hungry horse to run 
And tell him when the race is done 

That he shall hare his feed! 
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Km\ wb«Ji I wMit orgmi» mad membeni and Bucb 
fc ^toftei them — ftD Min or a wing; 
I CMin ebmage as I wfll, 
Bui joa bare to keep still — 
JumI a |iart of the maaa where joa cling I 
Vou iHnrur can be bat one thing I 

Mi^dl IliM H)Ki(nalized Cell to tbe Amoeboid Cell 
WUKt yo(t Hay is undoubtedly true, 
Uul IM rather be part 

Of M thiuK ^^^^ ^ heart 

'VUau tlio whole of a creature like jou! 

4 ui^iiiborle»B morsel like you I 

Vn^ iMV> y^tu^iMft immortal and separate and free— 
X^t >\mWti^ dtn^d by the billion before; 
«l\\iit A ii)H^ok in the slime 
Vt lh»^ IviHhday of Time— 
V^\\^ \N^^^ ^u^vt^v oaii be any more! 
Va Xn^^V I^\i^ >\nuS<* lio future in store 1 

\y<Vii '^N ,NN^^ v^w V>e many things in yourself — 
\\\ \\^V^\V Ml jxwt alike to tbe end I 
V ^^ ^"^^^^ ^'^^ ^ >Jshole— 
yV \ i^V^)i ^^t>^ ^ soul— 

Vvi< Av ^>^^ ^^ ^"^^ ^^^^^ "^*^ ^^^^ • 

^ ^\> \\N^ ^^*^ wwww <»mprehend I 
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Tott are oi^y yourself — -just a series of ones; 
You can only saj^ *T' — never "we;" 

All of us are comlnned 

In a body with mind, 
And we are the creature you see ] 
And the creature feeds tis — which is me J 

And being combined in a bo4y like that 
It can wisely provide us with food; 

And we vary and change 

In a limitless range — 
We are specialized now, for our good 1 
And we each do our work-^as we should 4 

What protection have you from the chances of 

Fate? 
What provision have you for the morrow? 
You get food when it drops 
And you die when it stops, 
You can't give or take, lend or borrow I 
You helpless free-agent of sorrow i 

Just then came a frost and the Amooboid Oell 
Died out by the billion again; 

But the Specialized Cell 

In the body felt well 
And rcgoiced in his place in the brain 
The dead level of life with a brain 1 



.^ 
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MR ROCKA^FELLER'S PRAYER 



(The ureaUhy Mr. Rockafalfer is reported to have said that 
his income was so much in excess of his means of spending 
it that he had to kaeeldown every day arid ask for ' Divivie 
guidance to get fid of it. — Ex," 



By his bedside, bowed in prayer, 
Eueeleth the uc ulti-millionaire— - 
Rockafeller, the millionaire. 

He that belie veth I pe that prays ( 
Asking the Lord to show him ways 
To spend his gpldr^ — to Him the praise ( 

For it pileth up and it lieth loose — 

Surplus gold beyond his use 

From the virgin's lamp ^nd the widowls cnise^ 

**Teach me Lord how I m<ay spend 

This gold of mine that hath no end — 

Shall I buy? Buy what? Shall I give? Or lend?' 

Answers the Lord of spirit pure 
Out of the Ward that shall endure — 
'«Sell all thou hast and give the poor!" 
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But this man that hath laid strong hand 
On the people's oil, on the people's land. 
Wealth blinded — can he understand? 

We give him his wealth, whoever we be. 
We pay his price in this land of the free. 
And he selleth for less across the sea! 

They pay less and we pay more, 

Helpless all on either shore 

And still upswelleth his mighty store. 

It swelleth vast and it weigheth sore. 
It roUeth and doubleth o'er and o'er, 
And so he prayeth — listen once more ! 

**Teach me !Lord what I must do 

To spend my gold and pleasure you — 

To hold the earth and heaven tool 

Answers the Liord of pain so free — 
The liord trf love and poverty — 
"'Take up thy cross and follow me T 

'While his unspent gold doth vex his head. 
While a million children cry for bread. 
How shall he hear what the Lord hath said? 
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In the name of the hun^iry left unfed. 
Or the siok and in prison unvisited. 
Listen to what the Lord hath said. 

His Heaven is not reached ^ sin. 
The meek and poor it9 ^^rown may win. 
But the rich shall iiardly enter in ! 

Praj ihoa rich man ! Pray again ! 
To the Lord of poverty and pain. . 
Pray and do— his Word is plaipl. 
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A HOPR 

Are j-ou tired, patient miner? 

Digging slowly in the dark 
With your tiny pick and shovel 

At the wall of granite stark; 

The awful wall of ignorance, 

The iron wall of sin, 
The mountain weight that crowds you down 

And holds you darkly in. 

Does your gain seem less than nothing — 

All in vain the work you do? 
While you can't get out as you got in 

And yet cannot get through. 

Then listen to a word of hope — 

'Tis not about the sky; 
'Tis not to bid you bear all this 

For a ghostly bye and bye. 

'Tis to tell you there is help at hand 

While there alone you bow; 
That the daylight clear is coming near 

Yes, it is coming now! 
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Brave digger in your narrow hole 
In that great wall of stone — 

Be of good cheer — the end is near— 
You have not worked alone! 

Listen ! Before — behind you — 

Above — below — around — 
A million miners rend the rock 

With rolling waves of sound! 

A million hands are tearing fast — > 
The rock is growing thin — 

And soon the human heart shall range 
Beyond the walls of sin! 



r 
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THE OLD TIME WAIL, 



An AsiixiaUd Press diipatch deseribei the vtlerance of 
a Farintrt' Alliance meeting in A'oneus ae eoiuUtiiiQ most- 
ly of "the old time wnil 0/ distreii." 



Still Dives hatb no peace. Broken hia slumiiev, 
His feasts are troubled and hia pleasures fail— 
For still be bears from voices without number 
The same old wail. 

Tbey gather yet iu field aud town and city— -■ 
The penple^discoutented — bitter — pale. 
And murmur of oppression, paiu, aud pity — ■ 
The old time wail. 

And weary Dives, jaded in his pleasures, 
Finding the endless clamor tiresome — stale— 
Would gladly give a part of his wide treasures 
To quiet that old wail. 

Old? Yes, as old as Egypt Sounding lowly' 
Prom nahed milliona, in the. desert hid, 
Starving and bleeding while they huildetl, slowly, 
The Pharaohs' pyramid. 
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As old as Rome. That endless empire's minions 
Raised ever and again the same dull cry; 
And even Caesar's eagle bent his pinions 
While it disturbed the sky. 

As old as the Dark Ages. The lean peasant, 
Numerous, patient, still as time went by, 
Made his lord*s pastimes sooiething less than 
pleasant 

With that unceasing cry. 

It grew in volume down the crowding ages-^ 
Unheeded still, and unappeased, it swelled. 
And now it pleads in pain and now it rages— 
The answer still withheld. 

A century ago it shrieked and clamored 
Till trembled emperors and kings grew pale; 
At gates of palaces it roared and hammered — 
The ^ame old waiL 

It got no final answer, though its passion 
Altered the face of Europe, monarchs slew; 
But ere it sank to silence, in some fashion 
Others were wailing, too. 
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And now in broad Ameriea we hear 

From crowded Htreet, from boundleaa hill and 

vale. 
Hear Dives! have ye not some cause to fear it? 
This old time wail? 

Louder my brother ! Let os wail no longer. 
Like those past sufferers whose hearts did break — 
We are a wiser race, a braver, stronger — 
Let us not ask, but take ! 

So Dives shall have no distress soever. 
No sound of anguished voice by land or sea. 
The old time wail shall so be stilled forever 

And Dives shall not be ! 
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POOR HUMAN NATURE! 

I saw a meager melancholy cow. 

Blessed with a starvelisg calf who sucked in 
vaiu; 
EftsooD he died. I asked the mother how — ? 
Quoth she **0f every four there dieth twain !" 
Poor bovine nature I 

I saw a sickly horse of shambling gait 
Ugly and wicked, weak in leg and back, 

Useless in all ways, in a wretched state, — 

"We're all poor creatures I" said the sorry hack. 
Poor equine nature ! 

I saw a slow rat crawling on the ground. 
Weak, clumsy, inefficient, full of fears, 

The mice escaping from her aimless bound — 
Moaned she "This truly is a vale of tears!" 
Poor feline nature ! 

Then did I glory in my noble race. 

Healthful and beautiful, alert and strong; 

Rejoicing that we held a higher place 

And need not add to theirs our mournful song — 
Poor human nature! 
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CHABITY. 

Came two young children to their mother'^ $iheU 

(One was qaite little and the other hi^; 
And each in freedom c&lmlv helped hiui«elf — 
(One was « I^g.^ 

The food was free and plentj for theni U/tb, 

But one was rather doll and rerr sauUI, 
So the big smarter brother, ufAhius^ loath. 
He took it alL 

At which the little fellow ruM»i a r«*. 

Which tired tke ott^er % sm/t^ s^Mitm ^sk/«; 
He gmre him facsvr a crat^t %iA \s^x^ % 
Tostopka» 



He gmre wiHi pnici. 21 u-luuw vu^tt v.v.-: v,*^.':, 

Findiag tike 4tMr% x^x^x*:^: « '^r^.^'xt 
He gave witli fwtj — ^ - 1^ j^'- xMui 

lur w*; %'* :^\*x ''>^ 
utn UK 
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DIVISION OF PROPERTY. 

Some sailors were starying at sea 
On a raft where they happened to be; 
When one of the crew 
Who was hidden from view 
Was found to be feasting most free. 

Then they cursed him in language profane 
Because there on the pitiless main 
While the others did starve 
He could ladle and carve, 
Eating food which they could not obtain. 

But, said he, 'tis my own little store ! 

To feed all of you would take more ! 
If I shared 'twould be found 
That it would not go round — 

And you all would starve on as before! 

It would only prolong your distress 
To distribute this one little mess! 

The supply is so small 

I had best eat it all — 
For me it will comfort and bless ! 

This reasoning sounded most fair. 
But the men had large appetites there. 
And while he explained 
They ate all that remained — 
Forgetting to leave out his share! 
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THE DEAD LEVEL. 

There is a fear among as as we striTe 

As we succeed or fail, or stanre or rexeL 
That there will be no pleasure left aiiTe 
When we in peace and jot at last arrixe 
At one dead lerel. 

And still the strangest part of thi§ §tran^'e ftAt 

Is that it is not for oursel^e^ ire I^at it. 
We wish to rise and gain, we look &hea4 
To pleasant years of peace ere we are 'lea/1 — 

We wish that peace, bat wL«sL u^j ^jX'l^t 
near it ! 

Say, does it spoil yoor pleasure in a town 

To have yoor neighbors' g^nleui f ill of ro-e*?" 
Is your house dearer when its eye Wjhi doirn — 
On evil smelling shanties; rou^h and brown — 

Is your nose safer than yoor neighbor's 
nose is t 

Are you unhappy at some noble fete 

To see the whole bright throng in radiant 

dreasefj? 
Is your State safer when each other State 
That borders it is full of want and hate? 

Peace must be peace to all before it 
blesses. 
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Is knowledge sweeter when it is penned in 

By ignorance that does not know its master? 
Is goodness easier when plenteous sin 
Surrounds it, and can you not win 

Joy for yourself, without your friend's 
disaster ? 

O foolish children ! With more foolish fear — 

Unworthy even of a well trained devil ! 
Good things are good for all men — that is clear. 
To doubt it shows your heads are nowhere near 
To that much-dreaded level. 



OUR HUMAN KIND. 115 

WASTE, 
oth any man consider what we waste? 
ere in God's gfarden? While the sea is full, 
he sunlight smiles, aud all the blessed earth 
^^fferH her wealth to our intelligence. 
"VVe waste our food, enoiii^fh for half the world, 
In helpless luxury among the rich, 
lu helpless ignorance among the poor, 
In spilling what we stop to quarrel for. 
We waste our wealth, in failing to produce. 
In robbing of each other every ds,y 
In place of making things — our human crown. 
We waste our strength, in endless effort poured 
Like water on the sand, still toiling on 
To, make a million things we do not want [on. 
We waste our lives, those which should still lead 
Each new one gaining on the age behind, — 
In doing what we all have done before. 
We waste our love — poured up into the sky. 
Across the ocean, into desert lands, 
8unk in one narrow circle next ourselves, 
W^hilo these, our brothers, suffer — are alone. 
Ye may not pass the near to love the far, 
Te may not love the near and stop at that. 
Love spreads through man, not over or around, 
Yea, grievously we waste, and all the time 
Humanity is wanting? — wanting sore, 
W^aste not my brothers and ye shall not want. 
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THE LOOKER ON. 

The world was full of the battle. 
The whole world far and wide — 

Meu and women and children 
Were fin^htiu*^ on either side. 

I was sent from the hottest combat 
With a message of life and death, 

Black with smoke aud red with blood, 
Weary and out of breath 

When I found a cheerful stranger 

Calm, critical, serene, 
Well sheltered from all danger — 

Painting a battle scene. 

He was cordially glad to see me, 
The coolly smiling wretch. 

And inquired with admiration 

"Do you mind if I make a sketch ?" 

So he had me dowu in a minute. 

With murmurs of real delight! 
M}' "color" was "delicious" — 

My "action" was "just right " 

And he prattled on with ardor 
Of the moving scene below — 

Of the "values" of the sriiokr^ wreaths 
And "the splendid rnsh and go" 
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"^ the headlong" desperate charges 

>Vhere a thousand lives were spf-nt — 
^ the "massing" in the foreground, 
^ith the ''middle distance" blent 

^^id I "you speak serenely 

Of the living death in view — 
^liese are human creatures dvinj; — 
Are you not human too? 

T^his is a present battle. 

Where all men strive to-dav — 
How does it chance that you sit apart? 
Which is your banner — say!" 

His fresh cheek blanched a little 

But he answered with a smile 
That he fought not on either side — 

He was watching a little while. 

"Watching!" sai<l I — "and neutral! 

Neutral in times like these !" 
And I plucked him off his skftfhin;: ht'wil 

And brought him to his kiu-oK. 

I stripped him of his traveling cloak 

And showed him to the sky — 
Bv his uniform — a traitor! 

By his handiwork — a spy I 
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I dragged him back to the field he left- 

To the fate he fitted for — 
We have no place for lookers on 

When all the world's at war! 



FREE LAND IS NOT ENOUGH. 

Free land is not enough. In earliest days 

When man, the baby, from the earth's bare breast 

Drew for himself his simple sustenance, 

Then freedom and his effort were enough. 

The world to which a man is born to-dav 

Is a constructed, human, man-built world. 

As the first savage needed the free wood, 

We need the road, the ship, the bridge, the house, 

The government, society, and church, — 

These are the basis of our life to-day — - 

As much necessities to modern man 

As was the forest to his ancestor. 



^ -* 
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To say to the newborn "Take here your land; 

lu primal freedom settle where ye will, 

And work vour own salvation in the world"; 

Is but to put the last come upon earth 

Back with dim forerunners of his race, 

To climb the race's stairway in one life ! 

Allied society owes to the young — 

The new men come to carrv on the world — • 

Account for all the past, the deeds, the keys. 

Full access to the riches of the earth. 

Why? That these new ones may not be compelled 

Each for himself to do our work again; 

But reach their manhood even with to-dav, 

And gain to-morrow sooner. To go on, — 

To start from where we are and go ahead— 

That is true progress, true humanity, 
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NATIONALISM. 

The iiution is a unit. That which makes 
You au American of our to-day 
Bequiren the iiatiou aud its history. 
Requires the Hum of all our citizens, 
Requires the product of our common toil. 
Requires the freedom of our common laws. 
The common heart of our humanity. 
Decrease our population, check our growth. 
Deprive us of our wealth, our liberty, 
Lower the nation's conscience by a hair. 
And you are less than that you were before! 
You stand here in the world the man you are. 
Because your country is America. 
Our liberty beloni*^s to each of us; 
The nation gii.irautees it; in return 
We serve the nation, serving so ourselves. 
Our education is a common right; 
The state provides it, equally to all. 
Each taking what he can, and in return 
We serve the state, so serving best ourselves. 
Food, clothing, all necessities of life — 
These are a right as much as liberty I 
The nation feeds its children. In return 
We serve the nation, serving still ourselves. 
Nay, not ourselves — ourself! We are but parts. 
The unit is the state — America. 
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